
Not Dead, but Itlncn."
'VIIOM TUB AIUIIIU.

Iltiiail at lliu moniorliil Hnrvioes to tlio Into
Kmimol llowlim, ut HnrlimnVld, JIiuw., by
C'Iibi Ibh piidley Warner.)

Ho tlmt dioil ut Axiin miikU

TIiIm to comfort nil lliu frloml:

Faithful frlundNl It lion, I know,
J'ulo uuU wlilt" mill colli iih snow;
Anil yo hiiv, " Abdnlliili'ndmid I"
WiM'pliiKiit tlio flirt nml Ix'uil.
I citn m your fulling tours,
I cun Iieiir your hIkIiii una prayers;
Yet I ciiilli) nml lilicr tills :

1 urn iini the HiIiik you
4'iiumo your team, ami lot it llo;
It vim inlno, It In not I.

Sweot friend! wlint tlio women luvo,
Cor tlio lut sloop of tho Itnivo,
Ih a hut which I um iiilttinK
1 a Bunuon t no morn llttliiK,
Ih u ouko from wbloli, ut liutt,

I.lkn u Mid my hoiiI Iium pwtnod.
livo tlio iiiiiiuto, not tho room
Tlio winner, not tlio K'trli tlio pluino
of thoouKlo, not tlio liars
'I'liut t nlin from tlioao splendid h turn I

IiyliiK frlomlHl lie wIho.ahiI dry
Ktmiiflitwiiy ovory wniiplnit oyo;
What y lift upon th bier' ' '

Ik not wottli a HlnffNi tour. " ,

"1'Imuii empty ono ,

Out of which tho pearl liimKono;
Tho hIhiII Ih broken it lies t Intro ;

Tim pour), tho all, tho soul, h horo.
7Ih mi Citrthori nr wIiohc 11(1 '

A Huh htuloil, tho while It hid
That tri'iiMiifu of Ills trimmiry,
A mind tlmt locil him ; lot it llo!
Let thoslutnl o earth's ont o more,
Kinoo thii K"hl 1" in ldi storol

,, f ,. ... i i ,', i

Alluli RlialoiiHl' Alluli ftoodl
Now tho world Is'nadorstond;
Now tho long, lonjr wonder ends!
Yet yo wi'op.my erring frlonilH,
Wlilln tho ninn whom yo cull de.ad,
In iiuspokeu hll.is, inntoiul,
livH iukUOvoh yon ; lont, 'Us tmo,
For'tlio light that hIiIiioh for yon;
Hut, IntlHillKht ye can not sou, '

Of uitduiturbud felicity ' -

In 11 perfect pill'UlllHO,
And il lifo tlmt never dies.

Farewell, frlonilH I Hut not farewell,
Whore I inn, yo too fihftll dwell.
I mn gone, lioforc your face,
A inomont'H worth, n little spneo,
VVliuii yntcomu where 1 have Hlept,
Yo will wonder why yo wnpt;
Yo will know, liy tmo love tnuKht,
Tlmt hero is nil, nnd there IB naught.
Weep awhile if yo nro fuln
Sunshine still must follow ruin;
Only not at death for death,
Now wo know, la that first breath
Which our souls draw when wo outer
Life, which is of all lifo center. ..

'
; ,

110 yo certain nil bciiiiih love,
Viewed from Allah's throne aliovo!
lie yo stout of heart, and oonio
111 avoly onward to your homo I

I.ii-i- l Alluli I Allah lal . ,

' lovo divine I Olovoalwuyl '
He who died at Azlm gavo
TIiIh to those who iftado his gravo.

Contentment, ...
Year after year I till my barren Hold

And ouch day's toll brings mo but scanty
Htoro

Voi my flweet wlfo nnd babes. Close at my
door

Hunger liuMluin, like a grim wolf, concealed.
My neighbor's acres fruitful harvests yield

Of thirty, slibv, yen, ft hundred-fold- ; '"

Ills barns are tilled with grain, his purso with
giid, ,.. - ..,

.

And Hll jrion ure hiH friends. ;

4 Yet Ihavo kneoled
Seeing how my neighbor la

With all liis garnered wealth, his fume, his
pride

And tlmnkod !od that my lot Wns not like
his,.

Though I Imvo but one bare hill's rooky side;
For, while enrth's harvests erown his fertile

sod,
In my poor HeWI I Unit not gain, but God.

T. C. Petisc, in the JiitkpeiHlciU,

Til 13 BKIDE'S STOCKINGS.

Tlio Cardinal had enormous revenues,
and spent fabulous sums in furnishing
his art galleries." No work of merit
was over tvffored lifm in vain, and every
traveler who has ever been through his
great palace at Konio pan testify how
discriminating his judgment was, and
how unique his taste. The Cardinal
had a niece, as all Homo knew. Lie
had given her raro opportunities for
education tho best masters in literature
and art in constant attendance; and
now, at tho ago of 20 years, she was
sought in marriage by a prince. It was
well known that she would be heavily
dowered by her uncle. It was well
known, too, that the prinuo's estates
were heavily encumbered, and ho was
naturally anxious to retain his family
pnssossioiiA. Ho was, however, young,
accomplished,' noble; the pretty Bea
trice, who was of a gentle, loving dispo- -
sitiou, was most happy in her engage- -

incut, and altogether it seemed a titling
match. At any rate, the old Cardinal
made no objection to it, and gave

!niices.
Cardinal, with all

a J a temper, was

..lie who him, and

blo toward those who violated his lo

or (1'sthetlo conviction. It was

oven said that an unlucky fllow who

once pertinaciously asked Lim. to buy

somo work of art that his Ei.:!'"nee
thought unworthy of U

felt tho of his sacerdotal lint. It
was conceded, In short, that his Emi
nonce, thouirn a bunellcont patron, was

a man whom it was dangerous to cfl'cnd
While ho had been kind and afloetion- -

ato toward his niece, ho had always
governed hor strictly, and though pro
viding for her liberally, he provided
nothing but what seemed good in his

own eyes, and gave his attention to tho

smallost dotnils of hor life. Now that,
for tho first time, she was loft to her
own judgment in an important matter,
he still kept tho run of all she
did by having hor bills sent to him in
person

Beatrice gavo out orders for the trous- -

soau In royal style, and gradually they
began to come in. Rich drosses, all
gorgeous with embroidery, laces raze
and curious, wrought expressly for this
fortunate bride, tho finest linens for
under-wea- r, and even jewels all pitssdd
unchallongod. But ono day thoro came
from a celebrated French manufactory
a bill that made tho Cardinal's old faco
wrinklo up into a great many queer
puckers four dozen pairs of stockings
at 200 scudi per pair. Nearly . 10.0UQ

scudi for stockings f After an ejacula-
tion not taken from any of the Church
ofllces, ho sent in hasto for Beatrice.
Sho came such a vision of youth and
happiness as. might melt any layman's
heart; but the churchman's heart was
not to be laid at any woman's foot ; so
it had but little for her
stockings.

" Beatrice, hero is a bill."
" Yes, uncle dear," as she slid down

liko a sunbeam, and shone up at him
from a low stool at his feet.

" Stand up, Beatrice."
She stood up, hands bohind her, as

when sho was a little girl.
"A bill for stockings."
" Yes, uncle." .

" Four dozen pairs of stockings at 200
scudi each."

"Is it too much?"
" Too much ! It's tho price of this

gem that will live forever, and speak
and teach men as long as it lives," he
said, taking up an exquisite little pic-

ture that he had lately bought. "It is
tho price of that beautiful marble there

so it brought tears to the
eyes of a young artist who saw it the
other day, and ho went home and work-
ed the better for it. Too much!" and
ho nearly fell into one those ejacula-
tions, not out of tho prayer-book.agai- n.

" I only sent, uncle, for tho finest
tho very finest stockings that could be
made."

" Bring tho stockings here to me."
Beatrice returning with a

small parcel. Tho Cardinal ordered,
"Open it."

Trembling she opened it, and taking
out a pair of stockings, slipped ono of
them over hor hand to show the fineness
of tho texture. Tho Cardinal slipped
tho other over his hand.

Now, why did you spend 10,000
scudi for these cobwebs ? or, more to
the point, what do want of such things
at all?"

" Why, uncle, to cover my feet, to be

sure."
"But they don't cover your feet. They

are delicate as a veil. I can see every
blemish on my hand through them.
Now, then, answer, what was your
idea?" ho sharply.

'If you please, uncle," his niece fal
tered, " you didn't object to the dresses,
nor the laces, nor the jewels, and "

4 The dresses are beautiful, and lend
stateliness to your presence ; the laces
are wrought with art, and will last long,
and be curious objects even when they
are old. I have a costly collec

a
a

a
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You most
t

pretty nothings that fairness
fairer. a nobilitv in the extrav
agance that can any thing us
delight eye, the taste, ele--

,

'

If I ordered them ainted on the floor,
and trod on them, defaced them, put
then a base instinct would
be coarse contemptible. A Car- -

carte blvvhe in vate the senses but extravagance that
trousseau, trusting, he said, to the good j is only for sake spending
taste and discretion that should attend abusing is mere vulgarity."

finished and perfect " You said I might have thing
training that her purchases would be fit for a princess," said Itvatrice, kegin-ever- y

way suitaMe station ning to cry.
she was about to till. kissed! " And I cay these are not

dear old with effusion, and fit for a princess" thundered the
alnmt of the lrosse.ni, "iiee, is skill misapplied the

resolving, he the told the Cardinal, loom in an article
it one wort of a princess, to which such extreme delicacy is

his an- - propriate. Those exquisite freeoe
gwered her: Beatrice we ; my ceiling are in place, and it a worthy
see if vou is worthy of a makes me delight them.

hi generosity,
fa violent severe toward

nv offended implca- -

consideration
weight

quietly

consideration

beautiful

obeyed,

questioned,

There's

miusr,

instinct

dinal must walk, but ho would bo a fool

to walk on frescoes. A princess must
walk, and that gracefully and freely
too, but she couldn't walk an hour in

such thing a those. Seel" bo

thrust his long finger right through the
frail wob ut the toe. " Your stockings
are not fit for a priucess. They are fino

In but coarse In taste. Thoy

are Inappropriate; thoy aro vulgar ; they

are not decent."
"Oh, undo!"
" Not doeont, I say. They are rcsthet

Ically improper; thoy show the extrava
gance of the ploboiun, not of tue noblo."
lie grew more excitod with every word.
His eyes flashed fire. "Your training
has not made a princess of you in heart
and mind, and, corpo di Bacoo ! your
marriage shall not make a princess of

you in and you are none of mine."
With a grasp he swept up the bundle of
stockings. " Your trumpory here shall
go back to the fools who It, and
you shall go I care whore, but
out my sight. Away I I'll none of

you."
rne uarainai gatuereu up ins skuus,

and, crossing the passed out like

a whirlwind. The girl screamed aloud
in her of the old man's fearful
passim; lor much, as sue nau noaruoi
the violenco of his disposition, she had
never been mado tho victim of it before.
But tho scream never checked the firm,
relentless fall his steps as it died away
along the corridor and there lay little
Beatrice.shaken with heart-broke- sobs,
prone across tho footstool, where she
had fallen when in his violence ho flung
away from her. She lay thoro fr long
time, crying and wiping away her tears
with tho unlucky stocking she had been

displaying' on her hand, and .in
spasm of hor terror had been crushing
and rolling up until she forgot it was
not hor handkerchief.

So tho Prince found her, as ho was

ushered in to pay his usual daily call
upon the Cardinal. She naturally turn-
ed to her . botrothed for consolation.
Sho told him all about hor uncle's an-

ger, all ho said, all she was suffering,
and expected the shield of his lovo

hor and her wrong. But the
Prince looked grave ; he winced at
Cardinal's words about disowning her,
and volunteered to see the old

man himself, and let hor know by letter
how matters really stood.

Beatrice went to her apartment
somewhat .quieted by tho sight hor
lover, but still most unhappy. Sho
waited, with what patience she could,
until evening, and then a note came from
the Princo. It was a short note, care-
fully and beautifully written. It ran
something like this: " Your uncle, I
am grievod to say, formally disowns
you. It is a cruel edict, my dear friend,
for me, loving tenderly as I do, but it
seems the will of Heaven, and I must
submit. May we meet again at somo
calmer and happier time!"

She swept her palo hands across her
swollen eyes,' believing that hersig
deceived hor, and read again and again
those neat and formal lines the spe-

cious, cowardly liues and all the bitter
meaning that lay between lines.

He had renounced her too ! The storm
of grief that her uncle's cruelty had
roused was healthy and consonant with
her young nature, but look sho wore
after reading her lover's letter never
should come to such a sweet and teader
face. It spoke of the deepest wrong a
woman can sustain her affection spurn
ed and slighted ; the worst insult that
can be offered her a marriage from
sordid motives. In an hour this gentle,
loving Beatrice was changed to a re-

solved and indignant She had
loved this man, and he had wronged
her. The world petty Roman world
of gossip and slander should not stare
at her curiously, nor wound her with its
thousand wicked tongues. Then the
uncle that she had loved had cast her

behind, its splendor scattered all over
her apartments, she left the palace left
it in silence and darkness, and went
out into the world alone with those
richest of posessions, but poorest de-

fenses, youth, innocence, and
beauty.

Between the great rage the Cardinal
had indulged and his stormy interview
with the Prince, he was threatened next
morning with an enemy of his apo-

plexy; and when he heard that his niece
had disappeared, an attack came on
that held him bedridden and senseless
for weeks. On coming to himself, his
first order was to make search for her,
but no trace could be discovered.

The old man was haunted br a vision :

of bright, happy face so lost out of .

his life; and as its tender, out--(
line cam like a dream before his fancy,
he sin1dered, as it twined to weirdly

tion of old laces that I prize. Jewels off. It was secondary thought now,
are not for moment; they please the but still bitter one, and in the turbu-ey- e

for centuries. Tho abundance of j
lence and keen senso of injury of which

linens, soft and cool, accustom your j only proud and gentle character is

touch day to what fresh and cflpable, she took a hasty resolve.
have a thousand orna-- j as sho was, save with some jeweln

monts, trimminzs, odds and ends, and of her mother's, her rich trousseau left
make your
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wroncr and misery his little Beatrice
mlffht be suffering-- . But tho world
knew nothing of this, for the Cardinal
waa to all appearanoes as proud, as
magniiicont, as dictatorial, and as keen
a judge and critio as ever.

Somo three years lator a piutnro-doa- l

er vonturod, cringing nnd on respectful
tiptoe, Into the august presence

" Now, Luigl, what trash have you
y P"
"Oh, no trash, your Emlnonco a

gem, a gem."
"A false gom, eh I anotnor cievor

copy that I shall dotect?"
" No, no, your Lminonco ; a true

gom modorn, and to bo bought for a
song."

" Well, well, be quicK."
"There, your Kminonco," and the

dealer placed before the Cardiual a
small, fresh, dolicatoly tinted picture
a lovoly smiling crowd of Cupids dain
ty, dimpled boys, chasing each other in
the mazes of a bowor.

Tho Cardinal put on his glasses, look

ed, broke out with "Corpo di Bac ,"
and changed it to "Santa Maria! It's
more free than Albani, more dainty than
Correarsrio and modern, too. How that
flesh is managed! What a texture!
Who's the painterP"

" That's a secret, your Eminence. I
know who brings them, but I'm not sure
who paints them. I'vo had several, but
none as good as this."

"Luigi, you know you can't play
tricks on mo.. I'll use all the police in
Homo, but I'll find this painter; so toll

mo the fair price, and bring tho painter
hero at this time."

" But, your Eminence"
" Mako me no excuses ; tell me no lies.

How muohP and bring the painter."
" Five thousand scudi would be a trifle

for it."
" H'ni! And how much of that does

the painter get?"
" Oh, a good price, your Eminence

a good price."
" Yes ; good for you. Basta! I know

you. Well, well, bring the painter to-

morrow, and you shall have your
money ;" and the Cardinal coolly set the
picture aside among his latest-acquire- d

treasures.
" But if the painter won't come, your

Eminence?"
" Not a word ! The painter must come,

or your money won't come."
The discomfited dealer made his

bow, and tiptoed out backward.
Tho next day, at the appointed hour,

he appeared, and with a manner highly
mysterious announced that he had
brought the painter ; but the painter was
shy about being known, and had come
veiled. His Eminence would not in-

trude upon the reserve of a
" A woman ! " exclaimed tho Cardinal,

as he caught sight of a slight veiled fig-

ure gliding in behind Luigi "a woman,
and a great painter! Corpo di I mean,
Santa Maria! I do not wish, signora,"
he said respectfully, "to rudely break
your incognita; but will you tell me, as

I'm a connoisseur in art, how you havo
arrived at the peculiar delicacy of these
flesh-tint- s? How have you prepared your
canvasP"

Sho took up tho picture and frayed a
corner on the back of the stretcher.

"It is painted on silk, your Emi
nence."

" Silk ! but what sort of silk ?"
" A very fine silk stocking. Here is

the foot, not cut off, but nailed upon tho

" A silk stocking!" The Cardinal, at
the first word the woman spoke, start-
ed, looked surprised, then dazed; but
forgot neither his dignity nor his habit
of command, and imperatively ordered a
Luigi out of the room. That worthy
made his backward exit rapidly under
so stern an eye. When the Cardinal
turned back once more to the woman,
she had dropped her veil, and he saw a
pale but noble face, with eyes that
looked straight into his.

In an instant he caught it to his
breast.

" Beatrice ! my darling, my losl, my
loving little Beatrice!"

It was indeed Beatrice, in poor and
shabby dress, but with the light of ge-

nius and the calm of experience enhanc-
ing her former beauty. She had been
straggling all these years to earn bread
for herself; and even for this picture
she found it so hard to buy a proper
canvas that she had used the delicate
stocking the canse of all her troubles

that in the distraction of her grief she of
had used to wipe away her tears, and so
had brought it from home with her
years before.

For once the Cardinal dropped on his
knees with all his heart in the adora-
tion. They rehearsed the old story. He
told her that though his temper was
roused, he never dreamed of casting her i

off. She did not tell him what sorrow j a
had really driven her away. Being a j

woman, so much confidence couldn't be j

expected of her. They both asked for- -
giveness he for having been harsh, she

for having mado him suffer by her flight.
He was so like a mother when her lost
baby is Drougninomo mat all the Card!,
nal seomod to disappear for a while,
but soon the old dictatorial way came
again, and Beatrice was not sorry, for
it brought back the pleasant old times.

"I was right,though,my child ; amheU
Ically I was right. It was tho vulgarity
of extravagance; but I boliove th
Princo was a rascal."

" As to the Prince, I've forgotten him
long ago. .But is the stocking now fit
for a princess P"

"A princess! It's too good for an
empress, it is lit lor my great gallery.'

The Cardinal is dead, but the glorvof
his extravagance lives after him in his
art treasures., wholher those senti-men- ts

about the matter of tho stocking
were gonuino, or whether he saw a good
way to get rid of tho Princo, whoso mo-

tives ho may have suspooted, the shrewd
old man never divulged, and even
Beatrice never knew.

Beatrice and her husband a youne
painter with whom she had studied her
art recoived from tho Cardinal a dowry
that the Prince, still imminted and still
deep in debt, looked on covetously.

The curious and delicate painting on
silk may be seen conspicuously placed
at tho south end of tho great gallery.
If it were not that Beatrico still lives-o- ne

of the most accomplished, beautiful,
amiable women in Europe, whose works
often adorn the Paris salon it would
be fair to namo names, so that any trav-
eler might easily find the lovely little
picture whose true history is so little
known.

Still less, probably, is know about
those forty-seve- n pairs of stockings re-

turned, for which tho French manufac-
turers could not extort payment from
tho determined old Cardinal. The
truth is they are being gradually scatter
ed over the world. Every now and
then, when somo rich American bride
is purchasing her wedding garments,
tho cunning manufacturers have a way
of introducing one or two pairs to her
notice, which find their way into her
trousseau at a slightly reduced price.
In fact, there is a firm conviction, based
on pregnant facts, that the remaining
pairs will be gotten rid of mainly on
this side of the water. Harper'1 s Bazar.

Deaths from Trichina.
A special from Youngstown, O., to

the St. Louis says :

There is great excitement here and at
Girard, five miles northwest, over the
discovery of several cases of trichina.
Six weeks ago Fred.. Benk, Sen., a la-

borer at the Girard furnace, killed a hog
and from .the head and other rough
parts made what is called wurst, and of

this the entire family; numbering five,
ate heartily in its raw state. A few
days afterward Mr. Frederick Benk was
taken sick and died on New Year's
day, the family, physician pronouncing
the disease typhus fever and rheumatism.
Their two children, Eva and Frederick,
Jr., aged respectively five and seven
years, were taken sick shortly before
their father died, the symptoms being
the same. Another physician was
called in, and he pronounced the disease
spotted-feve- r. Wednesday last week
Dr. Lauterman, of this, city, a graduate
of the University of Austria, at Vienna,
was called in. He immediately declared
tho disease trichina, other physicians
ridiculing his diagnosis. ' Sunday each
died and was buried, l'esterday Dr.
Lauterman insisted on
the pork in use by the family, and with
the naked eye white bodies were discov-
ered in the muscles, while, with the aid of

microscope, the threadlike worm,
wound up spirally, was found in countless
millions. To-da- y a small portion of the
muscle was taken from an arm of the
dead girl by Dr. Lauterman, and from
calculations made by him one cubic
inch of musclo contains 100,000 trichina
spiral. The boy Fred, was visited to-

day by an Enquirer correspondent, who
found him in bed lying on his back, with
his arms and legs wonderfully swollen
and drawn out of shape by contraction
of the muscles. On touching the mus-

cles his pain became indescribable.
His physician says death is almost inev-

itable. Mrs. Benk, sister of Fred. Benk,
Sen., who lives with him, was taken ill

y. Dr. Lauterman says that with-

in twenty-fou- r hours she will be pros
trated with the terrible disease. Ernst
Benk, of this city, attended the funeral

Frederick on New Year's Day, and
partook of the meat in use in the Benk
family, and yesterday was prostrated
with trichina;. Pork is at a discount
here.

Thistt years ago J. W. Mackey left
Ireland a penniless boy. Twenty years
ago he was traveling in this country

" drummer." Sixteen years ago be
was bankrupt. Now be owns some of

the richest mines on the Pacific Coast,
and has a yearly income estimated at

14,0',(:'U.


